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no one except herself, her father, and sister.   In the
early morning she started back to the hut.
There had been rain during the night, and the
jungle was fresh and green. That freshness, which
the time of rain brings for so brief a time, was upon
all things. The jungle was golden with the great
hanging clusters of the cassia flowers. The bushes
were starred with the white karambu flowers, and
splashed with masses of white and purple kettan.
The grey monkeys leapt, shrieking and mocking,
from bough to bough; the jungle was filled with the
calling of the jungle fowl and the wild cries of the
peacocks. From the distance came the trumpeting
and shrieking of a herd of elephants. As Punchi
Menika passed a bush she heard from behind it the
clashing of horns. Very quietly she peered round.
Two stags were fighting, the tines of the horns inter-
locked; up and down, backwards and forwards,
snorting, panting, and straining they struggled for
the doe which stood grazing quietly beside.. Punchi
Menika had crept up very quietly; but the doe be-
came uneasy, lifted her head, and looked intently at
the bush behind which Punchi Menika crouched.
She approached the bush slowly, stamping the
ground angrily from time to time, and uttering the
sharp shrill call of alarm. But the bucks fought on,
up and down the open space. Punchi Menika